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Book 22 — Death in the Hall

Stranger, you're You've killed the You'll soon
mad! You've noblest man of pay for this.
shot your last. Tthaca!
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You curs! You tlmu;lll ynu'(l get away with your

Now, r\pu"n gui(]c

1
my next shot!

. rap L'i(’ll: wayvs ‘nnsumin* my goods, s ‘(l 1 'in*
Il seems l Stl” hd\’L’ apa s ways, ¢ = £ my £0OC (]'-, cauc g

some strength left in my nmi(ls, and courting my wife while T was away

at Troy. You t]mug]ﬂ. your L‘ing would never come

l)ﬂCL‘ dli\'t‘. Nl)\\’ I)LICL‘ (lk'ﬂll'l \\’i” lﬂL’L‘ you d”.

these limbs.
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H , 7 Wait. Stranger, if vou
{ / lru[y are \\(lysscus, llu-n

we l‘m\"L' Wl‘ﬂllgcll you. ...




But luuL‘, the ringluddcr,

the man who spurrcd us
on to our actions, was

Antinoos, and here he

hL‘S ill 'llL‘ JUSL \’Ull l1ﬂ\’t‘

a]rcady killed him.

Let's make amends
now. We'll replace all
thdhat we have consumed,

and make gifts above

< and l)eyun(l — twenty

oxien and as many shecp
and goats from each
Maan ]\cre, an(l gol(l too.

Let there be no more

\\’Ollld I Sld)’ my l\dll(l.

Well, then, lads, wee

3 .
l;llryl“ﬂb‘l\lls, I\U( even l{ Ci\\:]l
outnumber him a

I'll get more arms

man gave me his entire fortune

hundred to one. .
from llu- storeroom.

Quicl\*[y! I'll hold
them here as Inng

as the arrows last.

Down, behind

the tables!




Melanthius, quiclz, climb
out the postern and rouse

the men of the town.

It's no good. The exit is narrow, and
saw that filthy swineherd standing armed

outside. I'll swear he’s with Oclysscus.

But I think 1
can get to the
storeroom an(l
get you weapons

and armor.




[ lu-_\' ve gotten weapons

|.r<\m ,-mnc“"h-rc! One ul.
the maids, or that rogue

‘\lclant']iu.\. lmmg]lt them.

IQIIIH(IL'IIS!

Pll;]nclius!

It's my {.mlt, l:allwr:

I left the storeroom

unlucl\'ul‘

It's Mc]antlﬁus,
I'm sure. We'll

fix him.




Tnécl]lcr now, la(]s, lcl’s

:\tlwna,

Ilc]]! us

bring them down.

now.




[Let’s return

that \‘n”l'_\h

Again!

That's for your

,
Cow s [not,
Ctessipus,

you (lng.'




Great Odl\v'ssuus. spare

me! [ swear [ never A priest who pmyu[ that | would

never return and that you might

take my wife for your own.

\vrun;utl a woman nr
this ,musc, and [ tried

to hold the suitors back

|rnm l]\cir \\'rnng(luing.

I am a priest!
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Fear no more.
My son has saved
you frum [)](mdy

death.

King Odysscus, [ throw mysc”
on your mercy. | am a minstrel,
gi{lccl ]))' the gods with song. |

never wanted to come here l)ut

was forced l)_\v’ the suitors.

Don't kill him! 7 And there’s another we should
spare, if he's still aili"e _ ML'(IOIL

the herald. He’s luyyal to us.

He spcal:s lrul'\'.
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Quiet, now; ‘l“bn't
exult over the ddead.

There's much to

be done. First,

summon the

[ will. But shouldn't

maids who were s
[ wake your wife?

unfaithful.

Some ;:ml gave ]wr

the gift of s]ccp.

Not vet. The
hall should be

cleansed first.

'l‘elcnmclms, make those harlots I]telp you
carry the dead outside. Clean the t:al)les
and chairs with sponges soaked in water,

and scrape out the gore from un(lurf()ot.

When cvcryt]uing 1s
clmn, lalec the women

outside and put them

to the sword.

Euryclcia,

l)ring me fire
and su”ur to

ﬂunigatc the
hall.




Now you may release

the rest of the women

an(l walec Penelupe.




